MERRY CHRISTMAS
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By Wanda (Johnston) Zenner — December 2019

At this time of year, we all take the

TO My SON INTFUE SE RVICE , time to reflect on friends and family;
( Zg"gl;nao :

especially those who are no longer
with us. This Christmas card was
sent to Willis Johnston by his
mother, Marie Johnston. She also
enclosed in the card a very touching
poem entitled “Dear Little Boy of
Mine”.
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Oft when Im lonely my menfory swings
Back to your baby days,

Feeling the joys that a baby brings
Out of God’s wondrous ways;

Seeming to hear the first prayr that you said
Lm:g&ng to tuck you in bed_.

r"“?ﬂere s no one mhmm'
HHe with my arms outspread. |

|
\

%
¥
%
k.
¥
¢ |

de of mine, Boy of mine,

A}tho’ my heart was aching,

I seemed to know you'd want to go,
Pride in your manhood waking.

I'll be here, waiting, dear,

Till at a glad dawn’s breaking,

I'll hear you say you're home to stay,
- Dear little boy of mine, E ¥
B —nias little boy of mine. —— — 8

Qu:t of the mist of those wond.erful years, |,
1 see your baby smile, :
Days when I kissed you and dried your tears

—— Seem such a little wlﬂle,

R ;, Heaﬂng ‘the words mothé‘f‘ taught you to say,
Wa.tc.h you at your childish play,
For always in dreams, yourewith me it seems
Just as you'll be some day. : i

lewrnlmng of you a'wal.is Son/

on't need to Jce” ou so,
I:‘or |ovnng Jtl1ouglmjcs
I'\ave alwa gone
Wherever ou mlghjt go
Bujt you aLle in

JcLe Serwce now,
So Jchougwcs l)rlng msl’:es too,

ncJ 'ovm raycrs

for a” Jclwafs ljeth,
Alwaﬁs,gon,‘rorﬂou.
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